
7 wicks Prince of Tyre. 

Af<en t Thou fayed true yfaith, fo they mull, for your 
Bndc.goes to that with fhame, which is her way to goewick 
warrant, u 

Boult. Faith fome doc, and Tome doenot,butMiftreire 
if I haue bargaind for the ioynt. 

Baud* Thou maid cut a morfell off the fpit, 

Bot.lt. Imayfo. 

Baud. Who fhould denie it ? 

Come young one, I like the manner of your garments 
well. 

Boult. I by my faith,they (hall not be changd yet. 

Baud. /?<>«//, fpend thou that in the towne: report what 
a foiournerwe haue, youlc loofc nothing by cuftonic. 
When Nature frarnde this pcecc, (lice meant thee a good 
turne, therefore fay what a pirragon Ihe is , and thou hall 
the harucll out ofthinc owne report. 

Boult. I warrant you Midrclle, thunder fliall not foa- 
wake the beds ot Eeles,as my gitrihg out her beauriedirs 
vp the lewdly enclined,Ile bring home fome to night. 
Baud. Come your wayes, follow me. 

Man. Iffires be hote, kniues (harpe, or waters deepe, 
Vntide I dill my virgin knot will keepe. 

Diawzy&t my purpoie. 

Baud. What haue we to doe withD««,<j, pray you will 
yougoe with vsl 

Exit. 


Enter Cleon, and Dioniza. 

Dion. Why ere you foolilh,can it be vndone? 

Cleon. O Dionizaf ucha peece of daughter. 

The Sunneand Moone ncre lookt vpon, 

Dton. I thinke youle turne achidle agen* 

Clti 
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Pericles Prince »f Tyre. 

Cleon. Were I chicfeLord of all this fpacious wcrld,fcfe 
giue it to vndo the dccde.O Ladle much lcife in bloud then 
vertue, yet a Princes to eguall any Angle Crownc ath earth- 
ith Iudice of compare,© villaine, Leonine whom thou hall 
poifhed too ,' if theu hadft drunke to him tad beenc a 
kindneire becomniing well thy face, what cand thou fay 
when noble Pericles Ihaii deraaund his child.- 1 

Dion. That Ihee is dead, Nurfesarenorthefatestofo- 
der it, not euer to preferuc,Ihe dide at night, He fay fo, who 
can erode it.'vnlefle you play the impious Innocent, and 
for an honed attribute , crie out fhee dyde byfoule 
play. 

Cle. O goe too, well, well, of all the faults beneath the 
heauenSjthc Gods doe like this word. 

Dior. Be one of thofe that thin kes the pettie wrens of 
Tharfus will flic hence, and open thisto P tr teles ,1 do fhame 
to thinke of what a noble ftraineyouarc*, and ofhow co- 
ward a fpirir# 

C/e. Tofuch proceeding who euer but his approba- 
tion added, though not his prince confent, he did not flow 
from honourable couriers. 

Dion. Be it fo then, yet none does knowe but you 
how lh.ee came dead, nor none can knowe Leonine being 
gone. Sheedid difdaine my ; childc,and floode betweenc 
her and her fortunes : none woulde iooke on her bur 
cad their gazes on Marianas face , whiled rurs was Mur. 
ted at, and heJdca Mawkin not worth the time of day, 
Itpierd me thorow,and though you call my courfe vn- 
naturall , you not younchikle well loujng, vet I findc it 
greets meeasan enterprizeof kindneire performd to your 
foie daughter. 

Lie. Heauens forgiue it. 

Tdion. And as for Pericles , what fhould hee fay, we wept 
aitcr her hearfe,&yet wc mourne,her monument is altnofl 
nnilhed^c her epitaphs in gl ittring goldecharatfers expres 
, f G 1 agene- 
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